It has begun to dawn on him that there is more art in mother's game than accident, or that she is a mistress of benign fortune. He adjusts himself in imperceptible ways to whatever knowledge he is willing to own.
Losing is too important to him to accept without a struggle.
Father is responsible for the stripes, the balls from nine through fifteen, the higher denominations, while my mother's province is the solids (balls one through seven). The eight ball, which gives the contest its name, is the final reckoning.
My father has a reasonable shot at the nine ball which resides on the rail some six inches from a corner pocket. To make the shot he must hit ball and The charge doesn't surprise my mother and she denies it categorically without conviction.
My father misses a middling difficult bank shot on the eight.
